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gave  the  same  opinion  to  Mr.  Kean,  who  having  satisfied  himself 
that  I  was  right,  instantly  engaged  her  ;  and  any  reader  who  may 
wish  to  share  this  opinion  may  do  so,  as  this  lady,  Miss  Heath, 
made  her  debut  in  “  The  Prima  Donna.” 


On  the  character  of  Margaret  in  this  piece,  I  had  lavished  all 
my  care:  there  was  at  once  my  only  hope  and  only  fear,  the 
character  was  dangerous  and  difficult.  It  was  realized  by  Miss 
Robertson,  with  so  deep  a  sense  of  its  tenderness,  with  so  much 
elegance  and  poetry,  that  I  congratulated  myself  that  every 
manager  in  London  had  refused  the  Comedy,  since  to  that  fact  I 
owe  the  admiration  bestowed  on  her  performance. 


DION  BOUCICAULT. 


First  performed  at  the  Royal  Princess's  Theatre , 
on  Saturday ,  September  18 th,  1852. 


Characters. 


STELLA  ... 


Miss  Heath. 


Mx4RGARET  ...  ...  ...  Miss  Robertson. 


ROUBLE... 
ERIC  ... 
HOLBEIN.. 


Mr.  Walter  Lacy. 
Mr.  Catiicart. 

Mr.  Addison. 


***  The  Scene  is  laid  in  Switzerland  during  the  First  Act. 
And  in  Milan  during  the  Second. 


Time  in  Representation — 1  hour  and  15  minutes. 


Costumes. 


Margaret. — First  dress ,  white  muslin  wrapper.  Second  dress , 
neat  Swiss  dress,  green  silk  skirt,  white  chemisette,  black  velvet 
open  Swiss  body. 

Stella. — First  dress ,  lilac  silk  travelling  dress,  white  bonnet, 
and  cashmere  shawl.  Second  dress ,  white  silk  morning  dress. 

Eric. — Austrian  uniform,  cap,  short  white  frock  coat,  and  blue 
trowsers  with  scarlet  stripe  down  side,  sword,  and  cap. 

Holbein. — First  dress ,  grey  hair,  black  body  coat,  waistcoat, 
breeches,  and  stockings.  Second  dress ,  brown  coat,  and  scarlet 
spencer. 

Rouble. — First  dress ,  grey  overcoat,  or  wrapper,  black  trowsers, 
and  black  gloves.  Second  dress ,  bottle  green  full-skirted  French 
body  coat,  gilt  buttons,  light  long  waistcoat,  hat,  and  cane. 


PREFATORY  NOTE. 


I  had  been  often  tolcl  by  my  literary  friends,  that  the  sentimental 
Comedies,  so  popular  at  the  Gymnase  Theatre  in  Paris,  were  un¬ 
suited  to  the  taste  of  a  London  Public.  In  spite  of  this  opinion, 

I  wrote  “  The  Prijia  Donna.”  I  think  I  may  conscientiously  say, 
that  I  offered  it  to  every  manager  in  London,  by  whom  it  was 
particularly  admired,  and  returned  to  me  with  thanks. 

At  last  I  induced  Mr.  Kean  to  allow  me  to  read  it  to  him ;  he 
accepted  it  at  once,  and  pronounced  his  faith  in  its  success  : 
(although  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  I  read  him  to  sleep). 

The  question,  then,  is  settled,  and  the  London  Public  will  accept 
this  class  of  Drama ;  and  what  is  more,  we  have  artists  who  can 
render  it  with  spirit  and  finesse. 

/ 

Some  six  months  ago,  I  went  to  the  Soho  Theatre  to  witness 
some  Amateur  Theatricals.  I  saw  there  a  young  lady,  in  whose 
performance  I  detected  so  much  excellence,  that  I  told  her  so.  I 
gave  the  same  opinion  to  Mr.  Kean,  who  having  satisfied  himself 
that  I  was  right,  instantly  engaged  her  ;  and  any  reader  who  may 
wish  to  share  this  opinion  may  do  so,  as  this  lady,  Miss  Heath. 
made  her  debut  in  “  The  Prima  Donna.” 

On  the  character  of  Margaret  in  this  piece,  I  had  lavished  all 
my  care:  there  was  at  once  my  only  hope  and  only  fear,  the 
character  was  dangerous  and  difficult.  It  was  realized  by  Miss 
Robertson,  with  so  deep  a  sense  of  its  tenderness,  with  so  much 
elegance  and  poetry,  that  I  congratulated  myself  that  every 
manager  in  London  had  refused  the  Comedy,  since  to  that  fact  I 
owe  the  admiration  bestowed  on  her  performance. 
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First  performed  at  the  Royal  Princess’s  Theatre , 
on  Saturday ,  September  18 th,  1852. 
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***  The  Scene  is  laid  in  Switzerland  during  the  First  Act. 
And  in  Milan  during  the  Second. 


Time  in  Representation — 1  hour  and  15  minutes . 


Costumes. 


Margaret. — First  dress ,  white  muslin  wrapper.  Second  dress , 
neat  Swiss  dress,  green  silk  skirt,  white  chemisette,  black  velvet 
open  Swiss  body. 

Stella. — First  dress ,  lilac  silk  travelling  dress,  white  bonnet, 
and  cashmere  shawl.  Second  dress ,  white  silk  morning  dress. 

Eric. — Austrian  uniform,  cap,  short  white  frock  coat,  and  blue 
trowsers  with  scarlet  stripe  down  side,  sword,  and  cap. 

Holbein. — First  dress ,  grey  hair,  black  body  coat,  waistcoat, 
breeches,  and  stockings.  Second  dress ,  brown  coat,  and  scarlet 
spencer. 

Rouble. — First  dress ,  grey  overcoat,  or  wrapper,  black  trowsers, 
and  black  gloves.  Second  dress,  bottle  green  full-skirted  French 
body  coat,  gilt  buttons,  light  long  waistcoat,  hat,  and  cane. 


THE  PRIMA  DONNA. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — An  Apartment  in  Holbein’s  House;  a  door  at  the  back 

opens  on  the  Lavm.  Table  and  chair ,  l.,  on  the  right  a  sofa ,  and  a 

sofa  table ,  tastefully  arranged  with  books,  flowers ,  and  a  French 

clock.  Fire-place  k.,  doors  l,  2e.  and  c. 

Enter  Stella,  followed  by  Rouble,  both  in  travelling  costume,  a.  from  l. 

Stel.  Mr.  Rouble,  you  compel  me  to  tell  you,  that  you  pass  all 
endurance. 

Rou.  I  am  prepared  for  all  you  can  say. 

Stel.  When  I  quitted  Milan  so  suddenly,  under  an  assumed 
name,  delicacy  might  have  suggested  to  you,  that  I  desired  to 
travel  alone. 

Rou.  Ah,  Signora  !  the  idea  of  your  travelling  alone — you  who 
are  besieged  by  lovers. 

Stel.  Sir  ! 

Rou.  Oh,  in  the  most  honourable  sense  of  the  word,  reproach  has 
never  looked  upon  you — no — amongst  the  roses  that  have  strewn 
your  path  there  has  been  no  thorn. 

Stel.  Pardon  me,  I  feel  one  now. 

Rou.  ( bowing )  Eh  ?  Oh  !  thank  you — you,  the  Prima  Donna, 
who  have  turned  Milan  into  a  lunatic  asylum — the  syren,  on  whose 
notes  the  intrigues  of  courts  and  the  calculations  of  commerce  have 
hung  suspended — you,  whose  actions  are  the  business  and  liveli¬ 
hood  of  a  hundred  spies. 

Stel.  Spies  ! 

Rou.  I  have  kept  a  dozen  myself  in  constant  pay. 

Stel.  And  you  have  the  assurance  to  confess  it  ? 

Rou.  Could  I  otherwise  have  discovered  your  intention  to  quit 
Milan  ? 

Stel.  And  you  followed  me  ? 

Rou.  No,  I  preceded  you — I  ordered  your  relays  of  horses,  and 
stimulated  the  heels  of  the  postillions. 

Stel.  Then  it  was  to  you  I  owed  my  fright  and  that  fearful  speed 
in  spite  of  my  entreaties,  when,  at  every  instant,  I  expected  my 
carriage  would  have  been  dashed  to  pieces. 

Rou.  Oh,  I  wish  it  had ! 

Stel.  How? 

Rou.  Then  you  must  have  accepted  mine. 
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Stel.  I  beg,  sir,  that  this  folly  may  end,  and  that  you  will  in¬ 
form  me  what  insane  project  animates  your  pursuit — what  brings 
you  here?  ( she  takes  off  her  bonnet  and  shawl ,  gloves,  Rouble  assists 
her ,  and  subsequently  manages  to  secrete  one  of  the  gloves ) 

Rou.  To  see  you — since  your  footmen  and  your  principles  deny 
me  your  door ;  but  I  solace  my  love  with  the  knowledge  that  you 
distribute  misery  alike  to  all  your  adorers.  In  my  quality  of  Court 
Jeweller,  I  know  the  amount  of  diamonds  purchased  for  and 
refused  by  you ;  and  in  my  capacity  of  banker,  I  calculated  the 
settlements  you  have  disdained — my  admiration  mounted  with  the 
sum  total,  until - 

Stel.  Mr.  Rouble,  one  word — I  can  guess  your  errand.  I  am  an 
actress — as  such,  I  know  I  am  defenceless,  and  the  offer  you  would 
blush  to  make  another  you  deem  an  honour  to  me ;  but  I  appeal  to 
your  generosity — this  is  my  father’s  house — my  home.  ( crosses ,  u.) 
Now,  go  on.  (sits  down) 

Rou.  (pauses )  Signora !  had  my  father  taught  me  more  than  my 
trade,  I  might  have  been  spared  your  reproach — pardon  me  if  I 
turn  the  phrase  badly — I  am  neither  elegant  nor  handsome,  I  know 
it ;  nor  have  I  wit  or  talent ;  and  therefore  I  seek  for  all  these  quali¬ 
ties  in  a  wife,  and  have  found  them  in  you. 

Stel.  Your  wife ! 

Rou.  I  offer  you  my  fortune  and  my  hand.  ( she  turns )  I  trust 
the  one  will  excuse  the  other. 

Stel.  Mr.  Rouble,  (pause — rises )  I  thank  you.  ( gives  him  her 
hand)  It  may  be  that  you  are  neither  handsome,  elegant,  talented, 
or  witty,  but  your  heart  is  a  good  one. 

Rou.  Or  would  I  offer  it  to  you  ? 

Stel.  And  it  is  in  the  right  place. 

Rou.  Being  in  your  possession. 

Stel.  If  compelled  to  decline  the  offer,  you  deserve  that  I  should 
afford  you  my  reason. 

Rou.  Having  deprived  me  of  mine,  it  is  but  restitution. 

Stel.  I  am  an  orphan — a  foundling,  without  a  name. 

Rou.  Accept  of  mine. 

Stel.  I  never  knew  my  relations.  I  have  none. 

Rou.  Relations  !  Is  that  all  ?  When  you  marry  my  fortune, 
you  will  find  your  relations  forthwith. 

Stel.  My  earliest  recollections  picture  a  poor,  famished,  ragged 
child,  begging  her  bread  from  house  to  house  ;  singing  our  Swiss 
melodies  to  gain  a  breakfast.  It  was  on  my  journey  from  a 
neighbouring  mountain  village  to  this  town  that  I  was  overtaken 
by  a  snowstorm,  in  which  I  had  perished,  but  for  timely  assistance. 
I  was  carried  to  this  house — a  fever  ensued  ;  and  ere  I  recovered,  I 
was  the  adopted  child  of  my  preserver — the  companion  of  his  only 
daughter. 

Rou.  Heaven  will  bless  the  house  that  sheltered  you. 

Stel.  You  are  now  in  that  house  ;  here  I  have  lived  my  life — 
loved — caressed - 

Rou.  Here,  ( looks  around)  I’ll  buy  the  building,  if  it  costs  me 
half  my  fortune. 
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Stel.  My  benefactor  was  a  physician  ;  but  the  income  he  derived 
from  his  patients  he  spent  in  medicines  for  the  poor — he  was 
verging  on  ruin,  when  a  means  of  escape  from  that  calamity  sug¬ 
gested  itself — my  voice,  hitherto  valued  only  as  a  solace  to  my 
father,  I  reflected  that  it  might  save  us.  In  a  word,  I  quitted 
this  house  as  I  entered  it — on  foot.  I  walked  to  Milan,  where, 
under  the  name  of  Stella,  I  appeared  at  the  Scala,  you  know  the 
rest. 

Rou.  But  this  does  not  account  for  your  mysterious  elopement  ? 

Stel.  I  hastened  hither  to  beg  the  consent  of  my  only  relatives 
to — to — my  marriage. 

Rou.  With  me  ?  Oh  ! 

Stel.  With  another !  whom  I  love. 

Rou.  You  love  another  !  Impossible  I  Where  is  he? 

Stel.  He  is  here. 

Rou.  Here  ;  and  might  I  ask  his  name  ? 

Stel.  If  you  did,  I  should  decline  to  give  it. 

Rou.  I  thought  so  ;  but  I  have  his  description. 

Stel.  Indeed  ! 

Rou.  Young,  elegant,  handsome,  these  lucky  lovers  are  all  the 
same — stereotyped.  ( aside )  I  will  watch  the  door  of  this  house,  and 
the  first  fellow  that  answers  the  description — oh — they  think  a 
tradesman  cannot  fight— we  shall  see.  {cdoud)  Signora !  I  have 
the  honour ( bows ,  and  maizes  a  movement  to  withdraw ) 

Stel.  You  are  agitated — have  I  wounded  you  ? 

Rou.  No,  Signora  !  that  pleasure  is  reserved,  perhaps,  for  another. 
I  have  the  honour - ( boios — retires ) 

Stel.  Mr.  Rouble  ! 

Rou.  Signora,  you  have  already  made  me  a  fool ;  if  I  remain, 

you  will  very  probably  make  me  a  coward.  I  have  the  honour - 

(bows,  and  exits ,  c.  and  l .) 

Stel.  What  a  strange  creature  it  is  ;  and  if  I  can  return  his 
sincere  love  with  nothing  but  pity,  ’tis  your  fault,  dear  Eric,  yours 
alone.  ( the  French  clock  strikes  nine )  Nine  o’clock,  and  the  house 
appears  asleep — no  one  risen,  for  I  penetrated  unobserved  to  this 
room.  Ha  !  I  shall  enjoy  their  surprise — my  father  and  Margaret, 
dear  Margaret.  Hush  !  I  hear  a  step  !  they  are  coming,  {goes  up 
l.  c.  playfully ,  and  stands  so  that  when  Holbein  enters  from  l.,  he  does 
not  see  her ;  he  is  very  pale ;  walking  to  the  centre,  he  hesitates  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  then  advancing  to  the  clock ,  stops  the  pendulum.  Stella 
clasps  her  hands ,  and  following  his  movements  with  a  painful  transi¬ 
tion  of  countenance) 

Stel.  Alone — and  how  pale ! 

Hol.  {vacantly)  Why  can  I  not  arrest  the  steps  of  Time  as 
easily  as  the  pendulum  of  this  clock. 

Stel.  {advancing  close  to  him )  My  father  ! 

Hol.  {turning)  Stella  !  Stella !  {embraces  her)  At  last,  at  last ! 
Oh !  my  child,  you  arrive  too  late,  why  did  you  not  reply  to  my 
letters  ? 

Stel.  Your  letters?  For  three  months  I  have  received  none  ! 

Hol.  And  I  have  written  many — many. 


THE  PRIMA  DONNA. 


7 


SC.  I.] 


Stel.  Ah  !  I  see — they  were  intercepted  by  order  of  the  Grand 
Duke. 

Hol.  My  letters  intercepted  !  Wherefore? 

Stel.  No  matter — I  will  explain  :  but  speak,  where  is  my  sister 
Margaret  ? 

Hol,  Margaret - 

Stel.  You  tremble:  why  do  you  gaze  on  me,  my  father? 

Hol.  Be — because — soon — very  soon — none  will  call  me  by  that 
name  but  you. 

Stel.  [whispering  terrified)  She — she  is  ill. 

Hol.  [looking  slowly  towards  the  clock)  In  a  few  hours  I  shall  be 
childless — and  those  hours — [points  to  clock)  I  could  not  bear  to 
hear  them  told,  [the  manner  and  voice  of  Holbein  are  very  subdued 
and  gentle ,  indicative  of  despair) 

Stel.  Grief  and  watching  have  unnerved  you,  father ;  but  I  am 
here  to  share  with  you.  She  will  live — oh!  she  must:  youth  clings 
hard  to  life,  father — your  skill  will  revive  her. 

Hol.  ( bitterly )  My  skill  ! — oh  !  my  skill !  [he  endeavours  to 
control  his  feelings,  sits  down  by  the  table ,  leans  his  head  on  his  hand , 
weeping — pause :  she  folloivs  him) 

Stel.  Trust,  then,  to  my  love.  But  tell  me  what  malady  has 
seized  her  ? 

Hol.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  about  three  months  ago,  a  rich  English 
patient  of  mine,  Mrs.  Dacre,  who  remained  here  under  my  care, 
took  a  great  liking  to  Margaret,  and  on  leaving  us  invited  her  to 
accompany  their  party  to  Como :  the  idea  pleased  my  child,  and 
she  left  me.  After  a  month’s  absence  she  returned - 

Stel.  In  good  health  ? 

ITol.  Yes — but  changed ;  and  from  that  hour  I  saw  my  poor 
child  yielding  slowly  to  some  fearful  invisible  malady — without 
pain,  with  a  smile  always  on  her  livid  lip.  You  appeal  to  my 
skill — well !  I  flew  to  it — and — do  you  know  its  value  ?  It  en¬ 
dowed  me  with  the  anguish  of  watching  my  beautiful,  my  adored, 
my  only  one,  wither  under  my  very  eyes  !  It  enabled  me  to 
calculate  the  hours  of  her  fleeting  life  with  terrible  exactitude. 

Stel.  And  there  is  no  hope  ? 

Hol.  None.  When  she  awakes  from  the  stupor  in  which  my 
art  has  plunged  her,  she  will  exhibit  every  sign  of  health,  except 
strength  ;  she  will  thank  heaven  for  her  happiness — and  then—  she 
will  leave  us  ! 

Stel.  Lead  me  to  her. 

Hol.  Stay !  I  will  watch  until  her  e}res  unclose,  and  then  she 
shall  know  of  your  arrival. 

Exit,  l.  door. 

Stel.  My  sister  dying,  and  Eric  who  was  to  have  met  me 
here - 

Eric,  [without)  The  Signora  Stella  ! 

Stel.  ’Tis  his  voice. 

Eric,  [without)  The  Count  Eric  Mansfeldt ! 

Stel.  Eric ! 

Eric.  Stella  !  dearest  Stella  !  have  I  not  faithfully  obeyed  you  ? 
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Servant  appears  at  door  at  back;  enter  Eric,  c .from  l.  ;  Servant 

retires ,  c.  awZ  l. 

( embraces  her )  The  preparations  for  our  marriage  are  complete. 

Stel.  Hush !  Do  not  speak  of  our  marriage — at  least,  not 
now ! 

Eric.  Stella,  reflect  that  delay  is  ruin !  I  have  just  escaped 
from  the  prison  to  which  my  father  consigned  me  when  he  heard  of 
my  intention  to  wed  you ;  my  father — an  Austrian  minister — can 
pursue  me  even  here  into  Switzerland,  and  demand  of  the  Canton 
to  give  me  up. 

Stel.  Were  my  life  at  stake,  I  could  not  leave  this  house  at  such 
a  moment.  My  sister  is  dying. 

Eric.  Dying  ! 

Stel.  To  speak  of  love — while  she  breathes  her  last !  Oh ! 
leave  me — leave  me,  Eric  ! 

Eric.  I  will  not  whisper  a  word  of  love — I  will  not  intrude  a 
look  upon  your  sorrows.  Oh  !  I  prize  every  gentle  impulse  of  that 
heart  too  much.  See — I  go — but  one  word.  I  have  learned  that 
my  father,  in  consequence  of  my  escape  from  prison,  has  disin¬ 
herited  me,  and  petitioned  the  Emperor  to  deprive  me  of  my  rank 
and  my  commission.  I  will  write  to  him,  saying  that  I  expect — I 
wish  for  nothing  at  his  hands — not  even  his  consent - 

Stel.  Write  nothing  of  the  kind.  Say,  that  in  spite  of  his  in¬ 
justice  we  await  in  hope  and  submission  the  moment  when  he  will 
forgive.  But  go.  ( she  looks  off) 

Eric.  May  I  see  you  again  to  -day  ? 

Stel.  Yes,  bring  me  the  letter  ! 

Eric.  Farewell !  ( kisses  her  hand)  Farewell ! 

Stel.  They  come  !  ’tis  she !  ( waves  her  hand  to  Eric,  who  hurries 
out ,  c.  and  l.) 

Enter  Holbein,  leading  Margaret,  l.  door. 

Hol.  Gently,  gently ! 

Stel.  ( advancing  to  her)  Margaret ! 

Mar.  Stella  !  shall  I  reproach  you  with  your  cruel  absence  ? 

Hol.  Do — but  gently — you  promised  to  be  calm. 

Mar.  You  hear  how  he  goes  on — always  thus — the  least  emotion 
on  my  part  terrifies  him.  One  would  imagine  that  I  was  in  some 
mortal  peril. 

Hol.  Oh — the — the  idea ! 

Mar.  Do  I  look  ill,  Stella  ? 

Stel.  More  beautiful  than  ever. 

Mar.  And  I  feel  strong — very,  (leans  on  Holbein) 

Hol.  I  said  you  would  wake  refreshed. 

Mar.  Thank  heaven  I  am  so — and  so  happy  !  (Holbein  and 
Stella  exchange  looks) 

Hol.  You  must  be  fatigued  now  ? 

Mar.  Fatigued!  (to  Stella)  You  hear  him!  I  am  scarcely 
risen — but  I  am  fatigued — provoking !  (sits  on  the  couch ,  and  is 
attracted  by  the  sight  of  Stella’s  shawl,  which  Rouble  has  previously 
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thrown  over  the  hack  of  the  couch)  Oh  !  what  a  love  of  a  shawl ! — 
Cashmere  ?  [examines  it) 

Hol.  {to  Stella)  Spare  her  the  least  emotion ;  let  her  dream 
on.  Nurse  her  delusion,  {crosses  to  Margaret  ;  Stella  goes  l. — 
kissing  her)  Farewell ! — {aside)  and  it  may  he  the  last — it  may  be 
— {aloud)  I  shall  not  be  long.  { aside  to  Stella)  Remember ! 

Exit,  c.  and  l. 

Mar.  Stella!  at  last  we  are  alone — oh!  Stella,  how  I  have 
longed — longed  for  this  moment !  ( embracing  her  and  smiling )  You 
are  the  dear  Esculapius,  who  alone  could  “  minister  to  a  mind 
diseased.” 

Stel.  Margaret — you  are  not  happy  ? 

Mar.  I  do  not  know — but  you  shall  tell  me — what  I  am.  Three- 
months  ago  I  visited  Como. 

Stel.  With  Mrs.  Dacre — [  heard  so. 

Mar.  We  were  staying  in  a  large  hotel,  built  on  the  very  verge 
of  the  lovely  lake.  One  night,  after  we  had  retired  to  rest,  I  was 
roused  from  sleep  by  a  dreadful  sensation  of  oppression,  the  room 
was  filled  with  a  dense  smoke — confused  cries,  mingled  with  the 
roar  of  flame,  bewildered  my  senses.  I  flew  to  the  window  and 
shrieked  for  help — I  remember  the  look  of  the  upturned  faces  of 
the  mob— presently  I  distinguished  an  Austrian  officer  rush  from 
the  crowd  and  plunge  into  the  sea  of  flame — my  senses  fled.  When 
I  awoke,  I  found  myself  in  the  arms  of  this  stranger — he  had 
saved  my  life.  My  first  sensation  was  one  of  shame — so  burning, 
so  bitter,  that  I  almost  hated  him.  The  next  day  he  visited  Mrs. 
Dacre ;  how  I  received  him  I  cannot  tell ;  he  left  us - 

Stel.  You  have  not  seen  him  since  ? 

Mar.  No;  but  his  noble  countenance  and  gentle  voice  are  never 
absent  from  my  imagination. 

Stel.  Your  hate  turned  into  love  ? 

Mar.  Love!  oh,  yes — love!  but  so  dreamy,  so  wild,  and  so  hope¬ 
less — fed  by  my  own  fancy,  it  grew  and  grew  until  it  filled  my 
whole  existence ;  it  seemed  as  if  I  had  swallowed  a  sweet  poison 
that  gave  me  power  to  assemble  all  the  days  of  my  life — their 
hopes  and  fears — to  mass  them  into  one  confusion,  and  gamble 
them  away  ! 

Stel.  Be  calm  ! 

Mar.  Oh  !  Stella — see — to  speak  of  him  revives  me ! 

Stel.  It  does — then  tell  me,  have  you  not  even  heard  of  him 
since  then  ? 

Mar.  No  ;  I  fear  my  manner  so  discouraged  him,  and  yet  he 
might  have  known — do  not  laugh  at  my  folly,  Stella,  when  1  tell 
you  the  mad  hope  which  animates  me — Each  day  I  expect  him  to 
appear  before  me — I  know  not  how — and  each  day  sees  that  hope 
expire, — but  only  to  be  renewed  by  the  visions  of  the  night ! 

Enter  Eric,  with  a  letter  in  his  hand ,  c.  from,  l.,  down  l. 

I  imagine  even  now  that  he  has  discovered  my  name — my  retreat — 
{becoming  excited)  that  he  will  appear  before  me — here — as  in  my 
dreams,  and  pour  out  his  love  at  my  feet,  and  claim  me  !  [sees  Eric 
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and  utters  a  stifled  exclamation ;  rises ,  and  fixes  a  loolc  of  extacy  on 
him ,  then  raises  her  arm  and  points)  He !  {she  endeavours  to  articu¬ 
late, ,  hut  falls  on  the  sofa,  r.  c.) 

Stel.  Margaret !  my  sister  ! — she  faints  !  ( she  hurriedly  searches 
for  her  flacon ,  with  which  she  endeavours  to  revive  her)  Oh  !  why 
did  you  come  ? 

Eric.  You  desired  to  see  this  letter. 

Stel.  Not  now — not  now  !  Leave  it. 

(Eric  places  the  letter  on  the  table ) 
Stel.  Await  me  there  !  (points  to  door ,  l. — exit  Eric)  She  re¬ 
vives — she  breathes — Margaret  I 

Mar.  (reviving)  Oh,  what  joy ! — my  life  ! — I  feel  it  here  again — 

( places  her  hand  on  her  heart)  it  rushes  hack — free — free - 

Stel.  My  sister — dearest — he  calm  ! 

Mar.  ( raising  herself)  I  saw  him — I  saw  him — there  ! 

Stel.  Whom? 

Mar.  My  preserver — him  ! 

Stel.  Heaven! 

Mar.  Did  not  you  see  ?  He  came  in  at  that  door — a  letter  was 
in  his  hands. 

Stel.  (aside)  Eric ! 

Mar.  Where — where  is  he  ?  Speak !  ’Twas  not  my  disordered 
brain  ? — say  it  was  not !  ( holes  round  and  sees  letter  on  the  table) 
No,  no — ’twas  true :  see  the  letter  on  the  table — he  left  it — ah ! 
[she  rises,  and  with  faltering  steps  attempts  to  reach  the  table ) 
Stel.  Margaret !  ( interposing  her  arm ;  Margaret  availing  her¬ 
self  of  Stella’s  arm  for  support,  reaches  the  table ;  seizes  the  letter, 
and  then  falls  from  weakness  on  her  knees,  clasping  the  htter  h  her 
breast  with  childish  glee) 

Mar.  1  have  it — ha,  ha !  1  have  it ! 

Stel.  (aside)  I  am  lost. 

Mar.  Let  me  read  and  then  die — let  me  read  !  [opens  letter  and 
holes  at  it)  I  cannot — I — no — nothing — a  cloud  passes  over  my 
sight. 

Stel.  Let  me  read ! 

Mar.  Do — yes — quick — there - (gives  Stella  the  letter) 

Stel.  (aside)  Heaven  inspire  me  ! 

Mar.  Now,  now ! 

Stel.  A  moment  to — to — the  writing  is — is  strange  to  me. 

Mar.  How  tedious  you  are  ! 

Stel.  (appears  to  peruse  the  letter ,  but  by  her  manner  intimating 
that  she  is  inventing  what  she  pretends  to  read)  “Since  the  hour — 
when  fortune  enabled  me  to  save  a  life, — which  has  since  proved 

so — precious  to  me — I  have  loved  you - ” 

Mar.  He  loves — he  loves  me  ! 

Stel.  (still  pretending  to  read)  “  Tf  I  have  not  till  now  pleaded 
my  passion,  it  was  that  your  manner  so  discouraged  me — I  dared 

not  risk  the  confession - ” 

Mar.  ’Twas  that — I  said  so — did  I  not? 

Stel.  “  I  dared  not  risk  the  confession,  but  unable  to  endure  my 
misery,  I  determined  to  discover  your  retreat,  and  to  learn  my 
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fate,  but  until  I  hear  it  from  your  own  lips — let  this  avowal,  I 

beseech  you,  be  a  secret  from  all — Your  devoted - ” 

Mar.  Well,  well - 

Stel.  “  Eric.” 

Mar.  ( clasping  her  hands  on  her  heart)  Eric  ! 

Stel.  Again  you  faint — your  forces  abandon  you. 

Mar.  No,  Stella,  no — they  come — they  come — flocking  round 
my  heart,  from  which,  like  the  arid  rock  struck  by  the  prophet’s 
rod,  there  gushes  out  a  stream  of  life !  Let  me  drink  deep — deep ; 
I  quench  the  thirst  of  death. 

Stel.  You  are  happy,  then? 

Mar.  Very — very  happy  !  Not  as  before — but  calm - 

Stel.  My  poor  Margaret ! 

Enter  Holbein,  c.  from  l. 

My  father !  ( tears  Utter) 

Mar.  What  do  you  do  ? 

Stel.  {aside)  He  desired  it  should  be  a  secret — hush  !  ( goes  up 
and  throws  the  fragments  into  the  fire) 

Mar.  ( following  her  with  her  eyes)  Still — to — to  lose  it — 1 
wished — ( makes  a  gesture  as  if  she  would  have  hissed  it) 

Hol.  ( advancing — aside)  I  could  not  conquer  my  anxiety — 
{aloud)  There  is  fever  on  your  cheek — you  feel  an  oppression. 

Mar.  {rising)  I  do :  there  is  no  air  here.  Let  us  walk  into  the 
garden;  I  would  see  the  flowers,  and  feel  the  sun.  {leans  on 
Holbein) 

Hol.  The  fatigue - 

Mar.  And  besides  [to  Stella)  we  may  meet  him. 

Hol.  Him — whom  ? 

Mar.  Ah  !  I  must  not  say — it  is  a  secret  yet — is  it  not  Stella  ? 
Hol.  A  secret  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  father;  the  secret  of  my  life. 

[Exit  Holbein,  leading  Margaret  out  slowly ,  c.  and  r. 
Stel.  Oh,  what  fatal — fatal  chance  has  thus  entangled  my  love 
and  hers.  Oh,  had  I  not  deceived  her — had  I  read  the  letter,  the 
real  one,  it  would  have  killed  her.  No — I  have  at  least  cheered  the 
last  moments  of  her  existence — she  will  not  live  to  discover  the 
fraud,  {goes  to  door )  Eric  ! 

Enter  Eric,  l. 

You  must  instantly  escape  from  this  house. 

Eric.  Escape ! 

Stel.  Margaret,  did  you  not  recognize  in  her  the  lady  you 
rescued  from  the  flames  of  Como  ?  , 

Eric.  ’Twas  she  ! 

Stel.  Love  for  her  preserver — for  you — has  preyed  upon  her  life 
— this  is  her  malady. 

Eric.  Stella,  it  cannot  be. 

Stel.  It  is — she  confessed  it  to  me — her  rival;  her  heart  has 
wasted  with  this  passion ;  she  lives  but  from  hour  to  hour.  I  chose 
that  her  last  moments  should  be  happy,  and  so — so  I  deceived 
her.  I  told  her  you  loved  her — she  believed  me,  poor  child ;  and 
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when  I  saw  her  life  almost  restored — oh,  could  I  have  made  a  dearer 
sacrifice  at  that  moment,  I  would  not  have  hesitated— so — go — go 
— Eric — quit  this  house — the  town — now  at  once,  (taking  his  hand) 

Eric.  I  cannot. 

Stel.  {drops  his  hand)  You  refuse  me? 

Eric.  1  have  just  received  a  challenge,  (produces  letter) 

Stel.  Some  paltry  foe. 

Eric.  Pardon  me  !  it  is  a  name  of  some  value — commercially 
speaking — Rouble,  the  banker,  at  Milan, 

Stel.  A  madman  ! 

Eric.  By  an  oversight,  or  a  commercial  habit,  the  letter  is  signed 
Rouble  &Co.,  but  the  contents  surpass  the  signature  in  singularity, 
(reads)  “  Sir,  I  have  seen  you  enter  the  house  of  Dr.  Holbein  twice 
“  within  the  hour ;  you  are  young  and  handsome — I  demand  satis- 
“  faction ;  for  which  purpose  I  beg  you  win  await  me,  where  you  are, 
“  for  a  few  minutes. — Your  obedient  servant,  Rouble  &  Co.” 

Stel.  No  address  1 

Eric.  None. 

Stel.  He  does  not  know  your  name — remain,  concealed  here — 
he  shall  be  denied  admittance. 

Eric.  You  ask  me  to  remain  !  remember,  should  I  meet  her - 

Stel.  Ah  !  I  forgot — no — go — go  but  for  my  sake. 

Enter  Holbein  and  Margaret,  l.  c. 

Ah  !  too  late.  ’Tis  she.  (goes  up  r.  round  to  l.  c.) 

Hol.  I  told  you  the  fatigue  would  be  too  much. 

Mar.  [seeing  Eric)  Ah  ! — ’tis  he ! 

Hol.  What  means  this  strange  re-animation?  [sees  Eric)  A 
stranger  !  Pardon  me,  sir — I  did  not  see  you.  Whom  may  1  have 
the  honour  to  address  ? 

Stel.  The  Count  Eric,  son  of  the  Duke  Yon  Mansfeldt,  Austrian 
Minister  at  Milan. 

Enter  Rouble,  c .from  l. 

Rou.  Many  thanks,  Signora,  for  these  particulars. 

Hol.  Sir !  This  intrusion  ! 

Rou.  I  believe  I  have  the  pleasure  of  addressing  Dr.  Holbein. 

Hol.  The  same,  sir. 

Rou.  (r.)  Your  attendance  is  required,  Dr.  Holbein. 

Hol.  (r.  c.)  On  whom,  sir  ? 

Rou.  That  is  impossible  to  say — but  it  will  be  on  this  gentleman 
if  I  have  any  luck — if  not,  on  me. 

Hol.  You  mean  that  you  wish  me  to  attend  a  duel  about  to  take 
place  between  yourself  and  Count  Eric. 

Rou.  Your  intelligence  is  equal  to  your  skill,  (bows ) 

Mar.  ( who  has  risen  on  the  word  “  duel !”)  A  duel !  What  does 
he  mean  ? 

Hol.  You  see,  sir,  you  alarm  my  child. 

Mar.  Father,  it  must  not  be  ! 

Rou.  Excuse  me,  madam,  he  has  but  one  alternative  ;  and  that 
"  to  explain  to  me  the  motive  of  his  presence  here. 

Eric.  The  tone  you  assume,  sir,  precludes  any  reply  but  one. 
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Stel.  No,  no,  I — I  will  tell  you — this  gentleman  is  here  in  my 
father’s  house  to  claim  my  sister’s  hand  in  marriage.  (Margaret 
sinks  back  exhausted  on  a  chair;  movement  of  surprise.  Eric  and 
Stella  exchange  looks  of  conf  usion ) 

Hol.  Marriage ! 

Stel.  ( aside  to  Eric)  Speak — Eric — oh  spare  the  last  hours  of 
my  poor  dying  sister  ;  she  will  not  survive  to  discover  the  deceit. 
Speak,  I  implore - 

Eric.  (l.  embarrassed)  Dr.  Holbein,  if  the  moment  be  ill  chosen, 
this  gentleman  must  furnish  my  excuse ;  and,  however  strange  or 
sudden  the  proceeding  may  appear,  I  trust  my  position,  more  pain¬ 
fully  embarrassing  than  you  are  aware,  will  excuse  me.  Yes,  sir — 
I — I — I  came  to  ask  you  to  bestow  on  me  the  hand  of  your 
daughter,  she  permits  me  ( looking  at  Stella)  to  demand  it. 

Hol.  Margaret ! 

Mar.  ( embracing  Holbein)  .  There  is  my  secret,  father. 

Stel.  (l.  c.  clasping  Eric’s  hand  aside)  Oh,  thanks,  dear  Eric — 
thanks ! 

TABLEAU,  AND  END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  II. — An  elegantly  furnished  Boudoir  in  the  house  of  Stella, 
at  Milan;  vases  of  flowers,  pedestals ,  statues ,  c.  doors ,  doors  r., 
chimney  l.,  cabinet  r.  under  window ,  chair ,  small  round  table  r.  o., 
ivriting  table  in  front  r.  c.,  two  chairs ,  sofa  l.  c.,  square  table  l., 
with  wreaths ,  bouquets ,  &c.,  square  table  l.  under  window,  two  chairs 
l.,  four  pedestals,  two  statues ,  two  vases  of  flowers,  square  table  at 
back ,  with  clock ,  candelabra ,  &c.  A  Servant,  in  livery,  arranging 
the  room. 

Enter  Rouble,  c.  doors  from  l. 

Rou.  The  Signora  is  not  visible !  (Servant  takes  hat  and  stick) 
True.  Last  night,  she  surpassed  herself  in  Norma— she  requires 
rest,  [remarks  the  bouquets  and  wreaths)  All  the  trophies  of  her 
triumphs — there  is  my  wreath.  I  distinguish  my  bouquet,  [takes 
up  an  enormous  bouquet)  Hum  !  (boles  at  his  watch )  She  will  not 
emerge  from  the  arms  of  Morpheus  for  an  hour.  Ah  1  lucky 
Morpheus !  I  wish  I  was  Morpheus,  [to  the  Servant)  I  will  leave 
a  note  for  the  Signora,  [gives  the  Servant  a  piece  of  gold;  he 
arranges  ivriting  table  quickly )  How  fond  they  are  of  me  in  this 
house — all,  except — Ah  !  well  1  [to  the  Servant)  Leave  me  ! 
[ Exit  Servant  c.  and:  l.  Rouble  sits  at  table  r.  h.,  cogitates  ;  them , 
suddenly,  as  if  struck  by  an  idea)  Ah  !  [writes  and  repeats)  “I  re- 
“  spect  your  repose,  although  you  have  ruined  mine.”  (that’s  neat) 
“  I  would  have  seen  you  for  a  moment — perhaps  for  the  last  time ; 
41  for  Heaven  knows  if  I  should  survive  an  appointment  which  I 
“  have  accepted  for  this  morning — see  how  you  have  transformed 
“  the  most  pacific  of  human  bankers.”  (too  true — I  have  become 
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a  nuisance  to  society!)  “  Last  night,  at  the  Scala,  1  sat  beside  a 
“  wretched  maniac,  who  began  to  criticise  your  talents,  your  ap- 
“  pearance.  I  expostulated,  he  replied,  and  I  threw  him  over  into 
“  the  pit.  This  morning  we  meet;  and  if  I  fall,  be  kind  enough  to 
“  apply,  post  paid,  to  Signori  Massi  and  Kaub,  my  notaries,  who 
“  hold  my  will — it  bequeaths  to  you  my  fortune.  Office  hours  be- 
“  tween  10  and  4.  Your  faithful  servants,  Rouble  &  Co.”  ( rings 
bell ,  folds  and  seals  letter.  Servant  re-enters  down  c.)  Listen  !  you 
will  give  this  letter  to  the  Signora  when  she  awakes,  no — it  might 
give  her  a  disagreeable  emotion,  place  it  on  the  salver,  with  her 
chocolate — she  takes  chocolate  ?  (Servant  bows)  then  with  her 

chocolate - (rises,  gives  another  piece  of  gold ;  Servant  brings  his 

hat  and  stick ,  takes  letter  from  table ,  and  exit ,  c.)  That  fellow  little 
knows  he  is  likely  to  lose  an  excellent  customer — farewell,  Stella, 
farewell — no — she  comes. 

Enter  Stella ,  followed  by  Maid,  r.  3  e. 

Stel.  Yes,  yes,  I  will  sing  at  their  concert ;  and  stay,  on  my 
dressing  table  you  will  find  a  rouleau  of  gold — send  it  to  them  with, 
my  best  wishes. 

Maid.  Yes,  madam.  [Exit,  r.  door. 

Rod.  ( advancing ,  l.  c.)  Brava,  bravissima  !” 

Stel.  ( impatiently )  Mr.  Rouble — already?  really  this  is  too  bad. 

Rou.  This  concert  is  for  the  benefit  of  the  Foundlings;  and,  in 
spite  of  your  fatigue,  you  consent. 

Stel.  Enough,  enough — a  foundling  myself,  I  feel  as  if  such  un¬ 
fortunates  are  my  only  relatives. 

Rod.  The  concert  begins  at  twelve,  if  I  could  only  get  there  in 
time. 

Stel.  ( gladly )  You  will  not  be  there  then  ? 

Rod.  An  affair  of- — of  importance,  {aside )  Life  and  death  (i aloud) 
which  may  detain  me  some  time. 

Stel.  I  hope  so. 

Rod.  Eh  ?  You  hope  ? 

Stel.  Now  tell  me,  what  good  fortune  procured  me  the — the 
( impatiently )  pleasure  of  your  early  visit  ? 

Rod.  First,  I  wished  to  see  you. 

Stel.  ( yielding  to  a  comic  despair)  Ah  !  Oh  ! 

Rod.  And  then  to  give  you  news  from  Switzerland. 

Stel.  Of  my  sister — of  Margaret  ? 

Rod.  My  head  clerk  was  obliged  to  go  to  Venice  last  week  on 
business  of  the  house.  I  desired  him  to  call  on  his  road  at  G-eneva. 

Stel.  But  that  is  nearly  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Rod.  It  is  exactly ;  but  I  knew  you  would  be  glad  to  hear  from 
home.  I  saw,  when  you  quitted  them,  how  unwillingly  you  re¬ 
turned  to  fulfil  your  engagement  at  the  Scala — I  was  delighted. 

Stel.  Delighted  that  I  was  furious.  I  remember  I  felt  as  if  I 
could  have  done  your  radiant  face  a  mischief. 

Rod.  Precisely ;  it  is  only  when  you  are  out  of  temper  that  1  en¬ 
gage  your  attention. 
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Stel.  (c.  smiling)  Poor  follow — ’tis  true.  ( gives  him  her  hand) 
Pardon  me. 

Rou.  ( r.  c.  hissing  her  hand  delighted)  Don’t  mention  it.  Y es,  when 
I  see  you  smiling,  and  wrapped  in  happy  thoughts,  I  am  wretched. 
I  know  you  are  thinking  of  some  handsome  rival ;  but  when  your 
eyes  flash,  and  your  brow  thunders,  ah,  I  am  in  my  element,  (with 
the  supremest  satisfaction )  I  know  you  are  thinking  of  me. 

Stel.  ( stamping )  Mr.  Rouble,  you  are  intolerable. 

Rou.  Ah  !  you  are  going  to  accord  me  a  thought  ? 

Stel.  Will  you  tell  me  the  news  of  Margaret  ?  You  will  drive 
me  mad. 

Rou.  Here  it  is — her  health  improved  from  day  to  day,  and  at 
last  she  became  restored  so  wonderfully,  that  the  good  old  doctor 
made  a  bonfire  of  his  library  in  commemoration  of  what  he  calls 
his  second  birthday. 

Stel.  But — but  Count  Eric  ? 

Rou.  My  head  clerk  says  the  young  Count  looks  pale  and  low- 
spirited. 

Stel.  ( aside )  Poor  Eric — what  a  situation  I  left  him  in. 

Rou.  Now  that  your  sister  is  recovered,  they  wish  to  fix  the 
happy  day. 

Stel.  The  hap — happy - 

Rou.  Of  course ;  but  the  young  Count’s  father  positively  refuses 
his  consent. 

Stel.  Good — good! 

Rou.  So  the  unhappy  young  man  proposes  to  return  to  Milan 
this  week.  Now  I  may  be  of  use,  for,  in  my  quality  of  banker,  I  take 
a  large  portion  of  the  new  loan — my  interest  is  above  par  at  Court 
just  now.  I  will  speak  for  the  young  couple. 

Stel.  What  business  is  it  of  yours,  I  beg  to  know  ?  ( crossing  to 
r.  aside)  It  is  fated  that  this  man  should  be  my  evil  genius. 

Rou.  True,  and  besides — my  appointment.  ( looks  at  his  watch) 
Eh  ?  1  have  not  one  minute  to  spare,  (goes  up — stops )  A  word,  and 
I  am  gone — you  remember  you  told  me  that  I  had  a  rival ;  well — 
excuse  the  candour  of  my  avowal — but  I  don’t  believe  it. 

Stel.  No. 

Rou  No ;  for  since  your  return  to  Milan,  no  such  person  has 
appeared — now,  confess,  that  all  this  was  done  to  tease  me,  and  that 
this  terrible  rival  is - 

Stel.  Whom? 

Rou.  Myself. 

Stel.  You  ! 

Rou.  Rouble  &  Co. 

Stel.  This  is  too  much  !  Then  let  me  dispel  your  doubts,  since 
you  will  assume  that  air  of  stupid  fatuity.  I  tell  you  that  this 
very  night  I  will  become  the  wife  of - - 

Rou.  Twenty  minutes  past,  Signora :  I  tear  myself  away — but 
I  see — I  leave  you  occupied  with  my  image.  Ah,  Signora — (sighs) 

I  have  the  honour - - 

hows  reverentially ,  and  Exit  c.  and  l. 

Stel.  There  !  ( walks  about)  He  leaves  me  now — the  only  time  I 
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wished  him  to  remain — the  provoking  wretch.  I  was  just  about  to 
bring  his  castle  in  the  air  about  those  ears  I  could  have  boxed  for 
their  length.  Yet,  poor  man,  his  unfortunate  love  is  his  only  fault. 

( flings  herself  on  the  sofa ,  taking  up  her  bouquet )  Oh  !  if  he  did  not 
love  me,  how  fond  of  him  I  could  be !  But  beside  Eric  ( throws 
bouquet  away )  all  men  look  so  mean — so  poor. 

Eric  appears  at  the  back. 

Eric.  Stella  ! 

Stel.  Eric  !  dear  Eric !  (runs  to  him ;  they  advance  together) 

Eric.  (l.  c.)  Your  sister  is  out  of  danger. 

Stel.  (r.  c.)  I  knew  it,  but  not  from  you.  What  letters  you 
wrote  me  !  how  short — how  cold ! 

Eric.  What  could  I  do  ?  She  was  there — ever  speaking — dream¬ 
ing  of  you — leaning  over  my  shoulder  as  I  wrote.  Could  I  have 
escaped — but  no — you — you  compelled  me  to  remain. 

Stel.  I  condemned  you,  my  dear  Eric,  to  a  sad  and  wretched 
time.  And  now,  tell  me — when  you  left — when  danger  no  longer 
threatened  her,  and  she  was  able  to  hear  the  intelligence — how  did 
you  manage  to  convey  it  to  her. 

Eric.  Convey  it  ?  I — I — I  cannot  conceal  it — Stella — I  had  not 
the  courage  to  make  the  avowal,  and  I  flew  to  you  for  help. 
When  I  determined  to  declare  myself,  |the  image  of  the  old 
man  rose  up  before  me — his  paleface  and  trembling  lip — his  agony. 
And  Margaret ! — to  avow  to  her  that  for  two  months  I  had  made 
her  the  dupe  of  an  imposture — unwind  her  arms  from  round  my 
neck,  and  thrust  her  love  aside — Stella,  I  could  not  do  it ! 

Stel.  I  have  heard  of  your  embarrassment :  I  alone  could  under¬ 
stand  the  painful  trial  whi«h  you  endured  for  my  sake. 

Eric.  If  absent  from  you,  Stella,  I  was  in  the  presence  of  your 
noble  deeds.  I  know  all :  that  you  have  been  the  support  of  your 
benefactor  and  his  daughter - 

Stel.  Let  us  not  speak  of  this,  but  of  yourself.  You  look  pale, 
dearest ! 

Eric.  No,  no — I  am  free — now.  In  that  house  I  could  not 

breathe  freely— oh !  if  I  could  describe  what  I  suffered - - 

Stel.  I  can  conceive  it.  To  see  that  poor  girl,  and  pursue  a 
feigned  passion  ? 

Eric.  Yes ;  a — a — as  you  say — a  feigned - - 

Stel.  To  fear  lest  a  word,  a  look  might  betray  you,  and  condemn 
her  again  to  death ! 

Eric.  And  then  the  confidence — the  faith — the  simplicity  of  her 
love  !  And  her  father, — that  was  almost  the  worst — his  gratitude, 
his  affection,  it  stifled  me.  I  was  his  divinity  !  his  prodigy  !  his 
son  !  I  had  saved  his  child - 

Stel.  Eric  !  you  exaggerate.  To  encourage  in  pity  a  love  you 
cannot  return,  is  false  feeling. 

Enter  Servant,  c.  from  l.,  with  a  salver,  cup  of  chocolate ,  and  the 
letter  on  it  that  Rouble  wrote — she  takes  the  letter — he  places  the 
salver  on  table  and  retires) 

Sjsrv,  This  letter,  Signora,  was  left  for  you  by  Monsieur  Rouble. 
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Stel.  (c.)  Well,  read  !  Have  I  any  secrets  from  you?  and  this, 
above  all.  It  comes  from  a  lover. 

Eric.  (l.  c.,  opens  and  reads )  Ah  ! 

Stel.  I  told  him  I  was  on  the  point  of  marriage  ;  doubtless  it  is 
a  tirade  of  reproaches,  and  the  usual  ejaculations  of  despair. 

Eric.  No,  not  one ;  he  is  going  to  fight  with  some  person  who,  it 
appears,  insulted  you  in  his  estimation  ;  and  in  the  event  of  his 
death,  he  has  bequeathed  you  his  fortune.  What  a  noble  fellow- 
how  he  must  love  you  !  ( gives  her  the  letter ) 

Stel.  Eric  !  you  seem  to  advocate  his  cause. 

Eric.  No  ;  but  one  cannot  help  sympathizing  with  a  feeling  so 
noble  and  sincere. 

Stel.  Enough  of  this  folly !  My  return  to  Milan,  and  your 
continued  absence,  has  appeased  the  anger  of  your  father.  We 
must  take  advantage  of  our  temporary  security.  Every  necessary 
preparation  has  been  made,  and  our  marriage  can  be  privately 
performed. 

Eric.  And  we  can  quit  this  town — this  country  for  ever  ! 

Stel.  Y ou  are  right,  Eric — for  her  sake. 

Eric.  I  dare  not  think  of  what  we  have  done,  and  yet  to  leave 
them  thus ! 

Stel.  How  if  we  write  to  them  ? 

Eric.  I  would  rather  write  my  own  death-warrant  !  But  you — 
you,  Stella — dictate  to  me.  (sits  at  table ,  r.  c.,  leans  his  head  on  liis 
hand ,  and  appears  absorbed  in  wretchedness ) 

Stel.  (dictating)  “Margaret, — If  I  have  deceived  you,  forgive 
me ;  I  would  I  could  love  you - ” 

Eric.  No — not  so,  I  think. 

Stel.  Well,  how  would  you - 

Eric.  Must  we  say  that?  Can’t  we  say  that — that' - 

Stel.  What  ? 

Eric.  Stay  ! — let  me  see.  (after  a  moment's  pause  he  writes) 

Enter  Margaret,  followed  by  Holbein,  c.  from  l. 

Hol.  Wait  for  me,  you  impatient ! 

Mar.  Stella  !  (runs  to  Stella) 

Stel.  (embracing  her)  ’Tis  she !  Dear  Margaret !  let  me  look 
at  you — ( embracing  her  again )  dear,  dear  sister  ! 

Hol.  There’s  a  transformation  ! — a  metemsychosis — it  is  another 
form.  Eh !  that  dear  child  exists  against  every  rule  of  the  therapeutic 
art !  I  don’t  know  how  she  does  it ;  but  she  has  made  Galen  a  fool. 

Mar.  Well ! — here  we  are — here  in  the  room  you  have  so  often 
described  to  me.  ( looks  round ,  as  removing  her  bonnet  and  shawl , 
she  places  them  on  the  sofa ,  l.  c.)  I  feel  a  sentiment  of  happiness 
I  cannot  explain,  (sees  Eric)  Ah !  yes,  I  can  explain.  Eric  ! 
what !  you  have  been  here  all  this  while,  yet  never  said  a  word  ? 
Dearest  Eric -  (runs  to  him) 

Stel.  Margaret ! 

Mar.  What  ? 

Stel.  It  is  not  the  custom  here  in  town  to  speak  thus  to 
gentlemen. 
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Mae.  But  my  lover — my  husband - 

Stel.  Still — in  public - 

Mae.  Very  well — in  public  we  will  not.  (to  Ekic)  Do  you  know, 
dearest — (to  Stella)  We  are  not  in  public  now,  you  know — are 
we  ? — and  when  we  are  alone - 

Stel.  (biting  Tier  lip)  Alone! 

Hol.  Ah  !  see — be  was  writing  to  you. 

Mae.  To  me  ?  Ob,  let  me  see  it ! — bis  first  letter !  (runs  to  the 
tcihle  and  snatches  letter)  Let  me  see  !  (reads)  “  My  own  dearest 
Margaret,  (Stella  starts)  You  alone  can  judge  the  sincerity  of  the 
passion  which  I  have  for  you  ;  and  yet  I  must  tell  you” - 

Stel.  (slowly  turns  her  eyes  on  Eeic,  who  stands  in  petrified  con¬ 
fusion)  What? 

Mae.  That’s  all ! 

Eeic.  (e.  c.)  At  that  moment  you  entered,  and - 

Hol.  And  spared  us  a  farrago  of  torments,  and  vows,  and  pro¬ 
mises,  which  he  can  afford  you  at  your  leisure,  (they  sit  on  the  sofa 
apart  and  speak  low)  What  a  picture  for  an  artist,  eh  ?  there,  that’s 
the  way  they  go  on  from  morning  till  night. 

Stel.  (e.  c.j  Indeed  ! 

Hol.  Even  when  they  walked  out,  it  was  always  to  sit  in  the 
grotto— you  remember,  at  the  farthest  end  of  the  garden. 

Stel.  Rather  too  far  from  the  house  for — for  prudence. 

Hol.  Yes,  I  told  her  it  would  fatigue  her,  hut  it  did  not  in  the  least. 

Mae.  Oh,  Stella,  dear  !  only  think  of  his  father  refusing  his  con¬ 
sent  to  our  marriage — Eric  is  so  unhappy  about  it  you  can’t 
think,  (to  Eeic)  Do  you  hear,  sir?  How  foolishly  you  sit  there — 
are  you  tongued-tied  ? 

Hol.  Yes,  it  is  tied  in  a  true  lover’s  knot.  He  is  lost  in  admira¬ 
tion  of  your  volubility — you  talk — talk — talk — it  is  delightful. 


Enter  the  Servant,  c.  from  l. 

Your  carriage  waits,  Signora. 

Stel.  It  is  the  hour  of  the  concert — had  I  dreamed  of  your  ar¬ 
rival,  I  would  not  have  engaged  myself — hut  I  must  leave  you, 
dear  Margaret. 

Mae.  May  I  not  accompany  you  ? 

Hol.  I  forbid  it — no — you  have  scarcely  arrived  from  a  long  and 
fatiguing  journey.  I  will  go  with  you,  Stella — you,  Margaret,  will 
remain. 

Stel.  Come,  dear  father — come,  Eric. 

Mar.  No,  thank  you — since  I  am  condemned  to  the  house,  Eric 
shall  remain  with  me. 

Hol.  You  hear  your  sentence  ? 

Mae.  Thank  you  for  taking  away  papa. 

Stel.  ( hastily )  Yes,  yes,  (crosses  to  Eeic,  who  places  her  shard 
on  her  shoulders  aside )  avail  yourself  of  this  moment. 

Eric,  (aside)  How? 

Stel.  ( aside)  From  this  hour  your  imposture  becomes  unmanly 
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— for  her  sake  I  asked  you  to  deceive — for  her  sake  I  now  entreat 
you  to  confess.  (Eric  makes  a  gesture  of  consent ) 

Hol.  Now,  Stella — ah  !  how  proud  I  feel  to  walk  with  you. 
{turns  and  smiles  on  Margaret  and  Eric)  I  say — you  lovers — he  ! 
he  !  look  at  them,  Stella,  they  wish  us  now  at  the — mischief,  they 
do.  Therp,  we  are  going,  he  !  he  !  he  ! 

Exit  with  Stella,  c.  and  l. 

Eric,  {passing  his  hand  across  his  brow )  And  now,  she  must 
learn  to  hate  me. 

Mar.  I  thought  they  would  never  be  gone.  Oh,  dear  Eric, 
what  a  miserable  three  days  I  have  passed — how  have  you  endured 
them  ? 

Eric.  (r.  c.)  Margaret,  listen  to  me  ! 

Mar.  Yes,  love — but  you  need  not  fatigue  your  voice  with  such 
a  distance. 

Eric,  {sitting  beside  her )  Do  you  know  that  every  smile  you 
bestow  on  me  is  torture — the  caress  I  cannot  avoid — seems  to  be  a 
brand - 

Mar.  Yes,  Eric,  I  have  seen  this  ;  while  my  life  was  yet  in 
danger,  all  your  thoughts  were  mine;  your  eyes  met  mine,  and 
turned  their  gaze  about  my  heart — they  seemed  to  lift  it  up  to  life. 
My  health  returned  ;  and  as  it  came,  I  saw  a  grief  creep  over  you 
— my  heaven  faded  from  me — and  I  regretted  my  days  of  suffer¬ 
ing  when  you  were  all  my  own. 

Eric.  Margaret ! 

Mar.  Confess  to  me — all — all — nothing  is  wanting  to  my  happi¬ 
ness  but  to  share  a  grief  with  you. 

Eric.  You  don’t  know  what  you  ask  me;  and  yet — yet  you 
must  know  it.  I  have  now  to  put  your  love  to  a  sad  proof. 

Mar.  A  proof! — go  on  ! 

Eric.  If  your  faith,  Margaret,  were  blinder  than  your  love — 
your  hopes  in  visions — what  would  you  say? 

Mar.  {smiling )  I  would  say — Eric  restore  me  to  the  grave 
from  which  you  rescued  me — let  me  dream  on  or  die. 

Eric,  {hesitating  and  in  greed  agitation  wipes  his  forehead)  And  if 
this  union  must  bring  ruin  upon  me - 

Mar.  You  !  were  it  so,  a  very  little  spot  of  ground  would  hide 
me  from  you,  and  the  rest  of  the  wide  world  would  never  bury 
your  despair - 

Eric.  And  yet — Oh,  heaven,  yet — this  marriage  is  impossible  ! 

{he  rises) 

Mar.  ( rising )  Impossible!  You  are  serious  !  how  impossible — 
speak — 

Eric.  I — I  cannot — 

Mar.  You  must. 

Eric.  (. hurriedly )  Since  my  arrival  here,  I  have  seen  my  father — 

Mar.  Yes — yes. 

Eric.  Not  only  does  he  refuse  his  consent  to  our  marriage,  but 
threatens  me  with  every  persecution  his  anger  can  devise — If  1 
could  have  shared  my  fortune  with  you - 
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Mar.  Is  tliat  all— I  can  teach  you  to  bear  poverty — want  and 
I  are  old  friends  ;  ( smiling )  for  years  I  received  him  clandestinely 
in  my  chamber  where  he  watched  my  needle;  my  father  knew 
nothing  of  this  lover — are  you  jealous  of  him?  yet  then  1  was 
alone ;  but  now  we  are  two,  two  ?  what  do  I  say,  three  !  you,  I,  and 
love  (placing  her  hands  in  his ) 

Eric.  Love,  yes  ( passionately )  love  irresistible — eternal  ( clasps 
her  in  his  arms  and  kisses  her) 

Enter  Stella,  c .from  l. 

Stel.  (r  .c.)  Eric  ! 

Eric.  Ah ! 

Mar.  ’Tis  no  one — only  Stella — come,  sister,  and  hear  this 
monster — would  you  believe  it;  he  wanted  to  persuade  me  that  our 
marriage  was  impossible. 

Stel.  Indeed ! 

Mar.  Yes,  and  he  really  would  have  it  so;  you  never  saw  such 
a  state  as  he  was  in ;  but  I  convinced  him  of  his  folly  ( crosses  to 
Stella)  could  I  exist  without  your  love — or  yours,  Stella,  and  yet 
I  must  confess  that  once — Oh,  I  shall  never  forgive  myself — I — I 
felt— ha  !  ha  ! — positively  jealous. 

Stel.  Jealous  ! 

Eric.  Of — of  whom  ? 

Mar.  {to  Stella)  Of  you. 

Stel.  Of  me ! 

Mar.  Yes,  as  you  were  quitting  us.  Two  months  ago  when  you 
bade  him  farewell,  I  saw  you,  and  you  looked  on  him  almost — 1 
thought,  that  is — almost  as  /look. 

Stel.  You — you  thought  so  ! 

Mar.  Yes — and  it  haunted  me  so,  and  then — I  said  to  myself — 
well,  were  it  so,  could  I  not  die,  and  leave  her  to  love  him  without 
remorse  (Stella  and  Eric  regard,  each  other  in  mute  despair) 

Enter  Rouble,  his  arm  in  a  sling,  c  .from  l. 

Rou.  (r.)  Brava,  Signora,  bravissima— I  was  in  time  for  the 
concert — 

Mar.  Dear  me,  Mr.  Rouble,  what  is  the  matter  with  your  arm  ? 

Rou.  Nothing,  a — mere — a — I  fell  down,  that  is  all. 

Stel.  (r.c.)  You  are  so  awkward. 

Rou.  (aside)  Not  so  very.  ( makes  a  slight  gesture,  as  in  fencing)  I 
have  confined  him  to  the  house  for  six  weeks,  (aloud)  Ah,  Signora, 
how  you  sang  that  Scena. 

Stel.  Yes;  and  some  unhappy  pair  of  feet  would  persist  in  an 
encore. 

Rou.  There  they  are.  (pointing  to  his  feet) 

Stel.  ’Twas  you,  sir — you — always  you  ! 

Rou.  Yes.  I  found  a  difficulty  in  applauding  with  one  hand, 
and  so - (makes  a  gesture  of  stamping) 

Stel.  And  I  was  burning  to  get  back  here  ? 

Rou.  Yes.  I  warmed  them  up — they  made  you  come  on  four 
times. 
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Stel.  Are  you  created  to  be  my  tormentor  ? 

Rou.  (to  Margaret  and  Eric)  You  hear?  What  an  extra¬ 
ordinary  being  it  is  —  she  treats  her  worshippers  worse  than 
Juggernaut  treats  his. 

Stel.  Mr.  Rouble,  have  I  not  begged  you  to  spare  me  these 
painful  and  useless  visits? 

Rou.  Repeatedly ;  but  at  this  moment  it  is  not  exactly  to  you 
my  presence  here  is  due. 

Stel.  Indeed  !  to  whom  then  ? 

Rou.  To  the  Count  Eric. 

Eric.  To  me  ? 

Rou.  I  have  had  an  interview  with  his  noble  father,  and  another 
with  the  prince.  Ah,  Signora,  he  is  not  so  proud  as  you — he  is 
very  glad  to  see  me.  I  have  procured  from  the  Minister  this  letter. 

Eric.  To  me.  (takes  letter ,  tears  it  open,  reads  hastily) 

Mar.  From  your  father  ? 

Eric.  Ah  !  can  it  be - 

Mar.  What? — what? 

Eric.  I  will  tell  you — (crushes  the  letter  up) — later. 


Enter  Holbein,  c .from  l. 

Hol.  (r.  c.)  I  cannot  believe  it — it  is  quite  impossible  ! 

Rou.  Oh,  my  dear  sir — many  thanks  to  your  stick  that  seconded 
my  heels. 

Hol.  Can  you  believe  it  ?  Stella  is  about  to  be  married. 

Mar.  Married? 

Hol.  This  very  night. 

Rou.  Sir,  I  demand  satisfaction!  No — I  forget;  ’tis  of  you 
Signora,  I — no,  that  is — who — who — says  so  ? 

*  Hol.  I  was  at  the  concert. 

Rou.  I  saw  you — and  your  stick,  many  thanks. 

Hol.  Beside  me  sat  a  gentleman  of  clerical  appearance,  he  joined 
me  in  exclamations  of  delight,  and  I  could  not  help  thanking  him 
for  his  enthusiasm :  with  tears  of  gratitude,  I  said,  pardon  me,  sir, 
but  it  is  my  child — my  Stella.  I  have  just  arrived  this  morning. 
“Ah !”  he  replied,  in  a  low  whisper,  “  I  see,  to  be  present  at  the 
marriage  this  evening.”  And  as  I  hesitated  to  understand,  he  added, 
“Fear  nothing,  I  am  the  Abbd  Ambrose.” 

Stel.  (aside)  Destruction  ! 

Hol.  “  ’Tis  I  who  perform  the  ceremony.”  Stella,  I  cried — 
Stella  married !  He  perceived  my  looks  of  astonishment ;  and 
seeing  he  had  betrayed  himself,  he  began  to  applaud  violently,  and 
then  quitted  the  room. 

Mar.  (l.  c.)  Stella  ! 

Rou.  Signora ! 

Stel.  Well,  yes — ’tis  true — I  wished  it  to  be  a  secret. 

Mar.  From  us  ? — are  we,  then,  strangers  to  you  ? 

Hol.  (evidently  hurt)  Perhaps,  dear  Stella,  we  are  intruding  on 
you — at  this  moment - 
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Stel.  Intruding — father — Margaret — I  will  confess  all  to  you  ; 
but — but  first,  I  would  ask  Eric’s  advice,  ere  I  reveal  a  secret 
which,  indeed,  is  not  all  my  own. 

Hol.  My  dear  child,  I  know  that  which  you  do  will  be  right — I 
seek  to  know  nothing. 

Stel.  I  ask  but  for  a  moment — leave  me  but  for  a  moment,  and 
do  not  doubt  my  love. 

Mar.  Stella,  I  cannot  love  and  doubt  too. 

[Exit  Holbein  and  Margaret,  c.  and  l. 

Rou.  And  me — what  have  you  to  say  to  me  ? 

Stel.  ( bowing )  I  have  the  honour - 

Rou.  I  believe  it  gives  you  pleasure  to  see  the  wheel  of  the  idol 
pass  over  the  body  of  your  wretched  adorer — ah !  {sighs)  Vishnou ! 

[Exit  after  Holbein,  c.  and  l. 

Stel.  Eric,  before  I  avow  this  secret  to  my  sister — which,  in¬ 
deed — I  have  delayed  too  long — I  wish  to  know  the  contents  of 
that  letter. 

Eric,  (l)  I  entreat  you  not  to  ask  me. 

Stel.  (c.)  What !  you  have  secrets  from  me,  Eric  ?  {he  silently  hands 
her  the  letter.  She  reads )  “  My  son,  his  highness  can  refuse  Mr. 
Rouble  nothing  at  the  present  juncture,  you  have  employed  a 
well  chosen  advocate,  we  cannot  raise  the  new  loan  without  his 
assistance,  and  that  help  he  makes  dependent  on  my  consent  to 
your  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Holbein,”  (this  man  again) 
“  such  a  connection  is  not  what  I  hoped  for  my  only  son,  but  too 
thankful  to  have  escaped  the  alliance  with  an  actress  that  lately 
threatened  our  family — I  suppose  I  ought  to  accept  the  exchange 
with  satisfaction ;  therefore,  I  am  happy  to  announce  to  you  that 
his  highness  graciously  commands  you  to  resume  your  former 
offices,  and  I  add  my  paternal  benediction.”  You  see,  Eric,  I  was 
right  to  demand  this  letter — what  think  you  of  it  ? 

Eric.  The  insult  contained  in  that  letter  makes  my  former  vows 
more  sacred — more  inviolate. 

Stel.  Dearest  Eric — I  know  the  sacrifice  you  would  make,  but 
my  pride  would  revolt  at  entering  a  family  avIio  scorn  and  repel 
me — but,  Margaret  f pauses  in  agitation )  Margaret  is — is  accepted 
— you  do  not  love  her,  I  know  it — and  for  my  sake — you — you 
consented  to  this  fatal — no — I  mean — this  sacrifice — consent,  for 
my  sake,  to  prolong  her  error — she  deserves  your  love,  Eric — {pauses 
with  increased  agitation )  and,  besides,  she  loves  you — and — some 
day,  perhaps,  this — this  feeling  in  you  which  is  now  but  a  pretence 
— might  become  a — a — reality,  {pauses— fixes  her  eyes  on  Ebic,  who 
remains  immoveable)  and  you  might,  who  knows,  succeed  in — that 
is — you  might  end  in  loving — {pauses,  regards  him  fixedly,  then 
suddenly  exclaims )  you  do  love  her - 

Eric,  {starting  back)  I — I - 

Stel.  You  do:  or  would  you  have  let  me  say  so  much,  without 
confounding  me  with  reproaches  for  the  thought?  You  do  love 

her,  Eric — denv  it  not. 
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Eric.  Stella,  hear  me  !  Was  it  not  you  who  forced  me  into  the 
arms  of  that  poor  girl,  whom  I  would  have  fled,  until  I  could  not  ? 
This  rebel  passion  which  you  have  discovered,  and  I  do  confess, 
I  will  abjure — destroy- - 

Stel.  ( starting  up)  xVnd  do  you  think  I  would  owe  my  happiness 
to  her  death,  to  your  pity,  and  so  deserve  your  father’s  curse,  and— 
worse  than  all — my  own  contempt  ?  You  know'  me  better,  Eric !  No, 
no  !  I  yield  her  to  you :  and  now — the  debt  of  gratitude  is  paid. 

Enter  Rouble,  c .from  l. 

Rou.  (r.)  Ah  !  at  last  I  have  discovered  you  ! 

Eric.  Sir  !  What  means - 

Rou.  But  you  do  not  carry  it  off  thus,  mark  you. 

Eric.  Speak  lower,  sir ! 

Rou.  I  shall  moderate  my  voice  sir,  as  I  please  ? 

Enter  Margaret  and  Holbein,  c.  from  l. 

Mar.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Rou.  I  have  found  out  the  Abbe  ;  he  could  not  resist  the  senti¬ 
ments  of  my  esteem,  (jmts  his  hand  into  his  pocket)  I  discovered  his 
weak  point  and  the  Signora’s  secret.  This  very  morning  he 
received  notice  to  he  here  at  eight  to-night  to  celebrate  her  mar¬ 
riage,  and  he  has  the  names  of  the  parties. 

Stel.  ( quickly )  All  but  one — that  of  the  intended - 

Rou.  Oh,  indeed  !  and  you  will  venture  to  deny  that  this  very 
intended  is  in  this  room  ? 

Stel.  He  is  in  this  room. 

Rou.  It  is  Count  Eric. 

Mar.  Eric  ! 

Stel.  The  man  is  mad — raving  mad !  Excuse  him,  dearest,  joy 
has  turned  his  little  brains. 

Rou.  (r.)  Oh  !  then,  if  not  the  Count,  who  then  ? 

Stel.  (c.,  viciously)  You  ! 

Rou.  Me ! 

Stel.  Yes!  You — you — you!  Is  that  plain? 

Rou.  Oh,  oh  !  I  am  paralysed. 

Stel.  If  I  did  not  send  your  names  to  the  Abb&,  it  was  because 
— because — I  did  not  know  them. 

Rou.  John — Peter — Antony — 

Stel.  But  I  did  know  the  man  who  had  defended  my  name  from 
insult  at  the  peril  of  his  life,  and  who  had  bequeathed  me  his  for¬ 
tune.  ( gives  Margaret  the  letter  which  Rouble  wrote  to  her)  Read, 
Margaret,  read. 

Rou.  I  knew  it — it  was  a  moral  certainty — I  felt  my  destiny — 
oh,  oh,  your  husband — I  can  scarcely  believe  it. 

Stel.  But,  understand  me,  I  give  up  nothing — Margaret  {em¬ 
bracing  her)  is  to  be  first  with  me. 

Rou.  Of  course — I  come  somew'here — third  or — eh,  very  well- 
very  well. 

Stel.  I  will  remain  on  the  stage. 

Rou.  Clearly? 
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Stel.  I  will  devote  to  it  my  whole  time  and  passion. 

Ron.  I  will  study  music  at  once. 

Stel.  I  ought  to  warn  you,  I  have  a  hundred  faults - 

Rou.  I  appreciate  them  all,  and  love  them. 

Stel.  But  I  have  a  thousand  more. 

Rou.  New  blisses  to  surprise  me  with  ?  Ah,  Signora - 

Stel.  (with  increasing  impatience )  And  caprices  without  number. 
Rou.  My  fortune  will  satisfy  them  all. 

Stel.  (stamping  with  impatience)  Ah !  it  is  impossible  to  hate 
that  man. 

Rou.  She  is  to  be  my  wife,  my  wi - Oh !  (to  Holbein)  My 

dear  doctor,  allow  me  to  congratulate  you. 

Hol.  When  is  the  happy  day  to  be  ? 

Rou.  (to  the  Public)  To-morrow — let  it  be  to-morrow — do  J  it 
depends  on  you,  consider  our  feelings,  don’t  [disappoint  us  !  Then 
let  to-morrow  publish  the  reception  of  a  new  partner  into  the  firm 
of  Rouble  &  Co. 

Holbein.  Rouble.  Stella.  Eric.  Margaret. 

RIGHT.  LEFT. 


Curtain. 
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313  Chain  of  Events 

314  Lady  in  Difficulties 

315  Promotion 
VOLUME  22 

316  Morning  Call 

317  Haymarket  Spring 
Meeting 

318  Too  Much  ofaGood 

Thing  [Deep 

319  Still  Waters  Run 

320  Henry  the  Eighth 

321  Garrick  Fever 

3  22  Bnckstone’s'  Ad¬ 
venture  with  a 
Polish  Frincess 
323  Dowager 
824  Young  Widow 

325  Helping  Hands 

326  Stranger  [Getting 

327  How  Stout  You’re 
3  23  She  Would  and 

She  Would  Not 

329  Only  a  Halfpenny 

330  Mountain  Sylph 

VOLUME  23 

331  Black  Doctor 

332  Jack  Sheppard 

333  Dumb  Belle 

334  Hamlet 

335  Sergeant’s  Wife 
33(5  My  Wife’s  Mother 

337  Who  Speaks  First 

338  Black  Ey’d  Susan 

339  Four  Sisters 

340  Man  of  Many 

Friends  [ment. 

341  Petticoat  Gcvern- 

342  Wandering  Mins- 

343  Noemie  [trel 

344  Waterman 

345  Little  Treasure 
VOLUME  24. 

346  Don’t  Judgeby  ap- 

347  Slow  Man[pearance 

348  Heir  at  Law 

349  Evadne 

350  Spring  and  Antumn 

351  20  Minutes,  with  a 

352  White  Cat  [Tiger 
353Catching  aMetmaid 

354  Give  a  Dog  a  Bad 

355  CozyCouple[Name 

356  Queen  ef  Spades 

357  Discreet  Princess 

358  £5  Reward 

359  Twice  Killed  [fairs 


360  Urgent  Private  Af- 
VOLUME  25 
861  Mephistopheles 

362  OldHouse  atHome 

363  JealousWife 

364  Merchant  of  Venice 

365  John  Jones 

366  Great  Gun  Trick 

367  Child  of  Regiment 

368  ChevalierSt  George 

369  Comedy  A  Tragedy 

370  SheStoopstoConqur 

371  ReturnofVYanderer 

372  Wonder 

373  Prince  for  an  Hour 

374  Peter  Wilkins 

375  As  You  Like  It 
VOLUME  26. 

376  Victor  Vanquished 

377  Lucky  HorseShoe 

378  Jersey  Girl 

379  Done  on  BothSides 

380  15YearsLabourLost 

381  DumbManManch- 

382  Evil  Genius  [ester 

383  Crown  Prince 

384  Giraida  [of  Woman 

385  Rignts  andWrongs 

386  Farmer’s  Daughter 

387  In  for  a  Holyday 

388  Romance  under 
Difficulties 

389  Paddy  Carey 

390  O’Flannigan  and 
the  Fairies 
VOLUME  27. 

391  Retribution 

392  Conjugal  Lesson. 

393  Medea,  (vidual 

394  Fascinating  Indi- 

395  School  for  Scandal 

396  Two  Heads  better 

397  Iri9hDoctor  (than  1 
393  Match  Making 

399  Locked  Out 

400  Prisonerof  War 

401  Picarro  [than  One 

402  More  Blunders 

403  Tufelhausen 

404  tiadyof  the  Came- 

405  Othello  (llias 
YOLUME  28 

406  Perdita  [Dream 

407  MidsummerNights 

408  Man  with  IronMask 

409  Second  Love 

410  Busy  Body  (Times 

41 1  I’ll  Write  to  the 

412  Doing  the  Hansom 

413  Bride  of  Lamer- 

414  WhiteFarm  (moor 

415  Ben  the  Boatswain 

416  Sent  to  the  Tower 

417  Our  Wife 

418  Bamboozling 

419  Monsieur  Jacqnes 

420  Lucille 
VOLUME  29. 

421  Young&Handsome 

422  Harlequin  Aladdin 

423  Conrad  and  Medora 

424  Family  Failing(A) 

425  Crinoline 

4  26  Captains  not  aMiss 
427  Housekeeper 


428Night  atNottingHil 

429  Bird  in  the  Hand, 
worth  twointhe  Bush 

430  Jews  Daughter 

431  Ruth  Oakley 
432DumbMaidofGenoa 

433  Fraud  &  its  Victims 

434  Angel  or  Devil 

435  Gwynneth  Vaughan 
VOLUME  30 

436Life’sTrial[therhead 

437MyFriendfromLea« 

438  Queen  of  Arragon 
439SplendidIn  vestment 

440  Lend  me  5s. 

441  Castle  Spectre 
442KingO’ToolesGoo«e 
4  43  Lord  LovelU  u  4 

Nancy  Bell 

444  Don’t  lend  your 
Umbrella 

445  Wicked  Wife 

446  Quiet  Family  [A 

447  Charles  2nd. 

448  Atalanta 

449  Momentous  Question 

450  Robert  Macaire 
VOLUME  *1 

45 1  Double  Faced  People 

452  FearfulTragedy,  in 

453  Douglas  [the/Dials 

454  Governors  Wife 

455  King  Lear  [hisCastl* 
456 Englishman’s  House 

457  BearHunters  (Monkey 

458  Jack  Robinson  &  hist 
459Robertthe  Devil(Opera) 
460  Lugarto  the  Mulatto 
4G1  My  Son  Diana 

462  Husbandfor  an  Hour 

463  Sarah’s  Young  Man 

464  Lillian  Gervaise 
^65  Sarah  the  Creole 

VOLUME  32. 

466  Marie  Dncange 

467  Jenny  Foster 

468  Wilful  Murder 

469  Omnibus  (The,) 

470  Rakes  Progress 

471  Loves  Telegraph 

472  Norma  (Opera. )ls 

473  Venice  Preserved 

474  Masamello  (Olympic 

475  Victims 

476  Jeannette’s  Wedding 

477  William  Tell  Travestie 

478  Frederick  of  Prussia 

479  Marble  Bride 
430  Was  I  to  Blame! 

VOLUME  33. 

481  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

482  Friend  Waggles 

483  Michael  Erie 

484  Martha  Willis 

485  Nothing  to  Nurse 

486  Leading  Strings 

487  Sudden  Thoughts 

488  Rivals. 

489  Drapery  Question 

490  A  Serious  Affair 

491  Two  Gay  Deceivers 

492  Jewess 

493  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

494  Oliver  Twist 

495  Pair  of  Pigeons  (A 


Mrs.  Crowe's  Play — The  Cruel  Kindness }  6c?. 
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VOLUME  34. 

49(5  Ellen  War  eh  am 

497  Brother  Ben 

498  Take  Care  of  Dowb.— 

499  What  will  they  say  at 
Brompton 

500  LoncUn  Assurance  Is. 

50 1  Lalla  Rookh 

502  Unfinished  Gentleman 

503  Bpots  at  the  Swan 

504  Harlequin  Novelty 
505-  Dead  Shot 

506  Irish  Tiger 

507  Day  well  Spent 

508  Cure  for  Heart  Ache 

509  Wandering  Boys 

510  Lady  of  Lyons  Travestu 

VOLUME  35. 

511  Love  Knot 
5l2Much  ado  aboutNothing 

513  Ticklish  Times 

514  Lucky  Hit  (A) 

515  Faint  Heart  never 
won  Fair  Lady. 

516  Double  Dummy 

517  Spectre  Bridegroom 

518  Birth  Place  of  Podger> 

519  Crossing  the  Line 

520  Children  of  the  Castle 

521  Nothing  venture 

nothing  win 

522Fra  Diavolo  Burlesque 

523  Margaret  Catchpole 

524  My  Wifes  Dentist 

525  Schoolfellows 

VOLUME  86. 

526  Marriage  a  Lottery 

527  Your  Likeness  One 
Shilling 

528  Pluto  andProserpine 

529  Samuel  in  Search  of 
539  TwelfthNLght[Himself 

531  Doubtful  Victory  (A) 

532  Stock  Exchange  (The) 

533  Bride  of  Abydos 
(Burlesque) 

534  Gips>  Farmer 

5S5  Veteran  of  102  The  ) 

536  Dying  for  Love 

537  Pierette 

538  Irish  Tttor 

539  Woodmt  n’s  Hut 

540  King  Rene's  Daughter 

VOLUME  87. 

541  Going  to  the  Bad  Is. 

542  Elixer  of  Love(Opera) 

543  Matrimony 

544  Going  to  the  Derby 

545  Last  of  the  Pigtails 

546  Nell  Gwynne 

547  Henry  4th,  Parti. 

543  Catherine  Howard 

549  Sheep  in  Wolfs  Cloth 

550  Tempest  (ing 

551  Bonnie  Fishwife 

552  Maid  and  Magpie 

Burlesque 

553  A  Twice  Told  Tale 

554  My  Aunt’s  Husband 

555  Wooing  iu  Jes  t&c. 
VOLUME  38. 

556  Tide  of  Time 

557  Little  Savage 

558  Jessie  Brown 
559Harold  Hawk 

560  Othello  Travestie 

561  King  John 

562  Old  Honesty 


563  33  Next  Birthday 

564  Porter’s  Knot 

565  AuntCharlottesMaid 

566  Kenilworth  Burlesq. 

567  Woman  of  World 

568  Milliner’s  Holiday 

569  Rule  of  Three 

570  Poor  Pillicoddy 
VOLUME  39. 

571  A  Life’s  Revenge 

572  Iron  Chest 

573  Captain  Charlotte 

574  Young  Mother 

575  Nervous  Man 

576  Henry  the  Fifth 

577  Poor  Gentleman 

578  Midnight  Watch 
•579  Satanus 

580  Child  of  the  W  reck 

581  RipVan  Winkle(Op.) 

582  Catching  an  Heiress 

583  Vandyke  Brown 

584  Jane  Shore 

585  Electra 

VOLUME  40. 

I  586  Everybody’s  Friend 
’  587  Richard  ye  Thirde 

588  Hunting  a  Turtle 

589  Which  of  the  Two 

590  King  and  I 

591  Dream  Spectre 

592  Ici  on  Parle  Francais 
5g3  Turning  theTables 

594  Seven  Clerks 

595  I’ve  written  to  Brown 

596  Julius  Caesar 

597  Three  Cuckoos 

598  SVhitefriars 

599  Rifle  Volunteers 

6(?0  NinePoints  of  the  Law 
VOLUME  41. 

601  Olympic  Revels 

602  Olympic  Devils 

603  Beep  Deep  8ea 

604  Caught  by  the  Ears 

605  Retained  for  Defence 
6(J6  If  the  Cap  fits — 

607  How’s  your  Uncle 

608  Three  Red  Men 

609  Turn  Cringle 

610  School  for  Coquett 

611  Ruthven 

612  Babes  in  the  Wood 

613  Water  Witches 

614  Payable  on  Deman 

615  Old  Offender  (An) 

VOL.  42. 

616  Extremes  Is. 

617  Road  to  Ruin 

618  House  or  the  Home 

619  Artful  Dodge 

620  ChevalierMasonRouge 

621  John  Bull 

622  Love  and  Fortune 

623  Rifle  &  how  to  use  it 

624  Love  and  Hunger 

625  Peggy  Green  (Nature 

626  Too  much  for  Good- 

627  Virginus  Burlesque 
62S  Dick  Turpin 

629  Magic  Toys 

630  Halvei  the  Unknown 

VOLUME  43. 

631  The  Fool’s  Revenge  Is. 

632  Husband  to  Order 

633  Romeo  and  Juliet 

Burlesque 

634  Dog  of  Montargis 


635  Rend evoux 

636  Village  Lawyer 

637  Nursey  Chiekweed 

638  Evil  Ey<*:  .  ; 

639  Shataeful  Behaviout 
G40  Good  for  Evil 

641  Raymond  and  Agnes 
642Tell  orStnkeof  Cantom 

643  Nymph  of  Lurleyberg 

644  Alfred  the  Great 

645  Jack  the  Giant  Killei 

VOLUME  41. 

646  Alice  Gray 

647  King  Thrushbeard 

648  Household  Fairy 

649  Cricket  on  the  Heartl 

650  Head  of  the  Family 

651  Ruth  the  lass  that 

loves  a  Sailor 

652  Beau  Brummell 

653  Farmer’s  Story 
654Goose  withGoldenEgg* 

655  Dido 

656  Holly  Bush  Hall 

657  Sisterly  Service 
<558  Forest  Keeper 

659  My  Wife’s  2nd.  Floor 

660  Paphian  Bower 

VOLUME  45. 

661  A  Tale  of  Two  Cities 

662  Founded  on  Facts 

663  Two  Polts 

664  Pork  Chops 

665  Thrice  Married 

666  Duel  in  the  Snow 

667  Uncle  Zacharv 

668  “  B.  B.” 

669  Change  of  System 
67  0  Miller  and  his  Men 

671  Pilgrim  of  Love 

672  Lucrezia  Borgia 

673  Outlaw  of  Adriatic 

674  My  Wifes  Out 

675  Inundation 

VOLUME  46. 

676  Wizard  of  the  Wave 

677  Douglas  Travestie 

678  Warlock  of  the  Glen 

679  Next  of  Kin 

680  Race  for  a  Widow 

681  Asmodeus 

682  Friend  in  Need 

683  Cruel  to  be  Kind 

684  Brother  &  Sister 
CSS  ChristmasBoxes[diere 
686  Marianne  the  Vivan- 
6S7 Idiot  Witness  [smythe 

658  Fitzsmythe  ot  Fitz- 

689  Dearest  Mamtna 

690  Mazeppa  (Burlesque) 

VOLUME  47 

691  Marguerite’s  Colours 

692  Appearances 
093  Eily  O’Connor 
094  Bowl’d  out 

695  Model  Husband  (A) 

696  Duchess  or  Nothing 

697  Rifle  Volunteer 

698  Observation  and 

Flirtation 

699  Paul  Pry  (Jerrold) 

700  Family  Secret 

701  Railroad  Station 


Patrician’s  Daughter  Is. 
Hard  Struggle  Gd. 
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